
Cravvies to maturity.whcrcwkbbe'mg crown d. 
Crooked edipfes gainft his glory fight, 

And time that*gaue,doth now his gift confound. 

Time doth tranffixe the florifh fet on youth, 

And delucs theparalels in beauties brow,. 

Feedes on the rarities of natures truth. 

And nothing {lands but for his fieth to mow. 

And yet to times in hope,my verfc fhall ftand 
Praifing thy worth,diff ight his cruell hand. 

D fit 

I S it thy wil,thy Imagefhould keepc open 
My heauy eieiids to the weary night? 

Doft thou defire my {lumbers ftiould be broken. 
While fhadowes like to thee do mocke my fight? 

Js it thy fpirit that thou fend’ft from thee 
So farre from home into my deeds to prye. 

To find out fhames and idle houres in me. 

The skope and tenure of thy Ieloufie? 

O no,thy loue though much,isnotfo great. 

It is my loue that kcepes mine eie awake. 

Mine owne true loue that doth my reft defeat. 

To plaie the watch-man. euer for thy fake. 

For thee watch l,whilft thou doft wake elfcwhere,, 
From me farre of , with others all to neere. 

6 z 

S Inne of felfe-loue poffefletkal mine eie. 

And all my ii>ule,and al my eucry part;, 

And for this finne there is no remedic. 

It is fo grounded inward in my heart. 

Me thinkes no face fo gratious is as mine, 

"No fhape fo true,no truth of fuch account. 

And for my felfe mine owne worth do define. 

As I all other in all worths furmount.. 

But when my glaflc fhewesmemy felfe indeed 
Beated and chopt with tand antiquitie, 

.Mine owne felfe loue quite contrary 1 read 
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were iniquity, 

" ‘ * fclfi 


Selfe,lo felfe louir _ 

T’is thec(my felFe)that for my Iclfe I prai fo. 

Painting my age with beauty of thy aaies,- 

6 1 

A Gainft my loue {hall be as I am now 

With times iniurious hand chruflit and ore-womc. 
When houres haue dreind his blood and fild his brow 
With lines and wrincle$,when his youthfull morne 
Hath trauaild on to Ages ftcepie night. 

And all thofe beauties wheteof now hes King 
Are vanifhing,or Yanifht out of fight. 

Stealing away the treafurc ofhis Spring. 

For filch a time do I nowfortifie 
Againft confounding Ages crucll knifo. 

That he fhall neuer.cut from memory 
My fweet louesbeauty,though ray louers life. 

His beautic fhall in theft blatke lines be foenc, ? 

And they {hall line , and he in themftill greenc, 
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W Hen I haue foene by times fell hand defaced 
The rich proud coftof outworne buried age. 
When fometime loftie towers I fee downe rafed. 

And brafie eternall flaue to mortall rage. 

When I haue foenc the hungry Ocean gaine 
Aduantage on the Kingdome of the fhoare, 

And the nrme foile win of the watry maine, 

Incrcafing {lore with lo{Tc,and lofle with (lore. 

When I haue fecnc luch interchange of ftate s 
Or ftate it felfe confounded, to decay, 

Ruine hath taught me thus to ruminate 
That Time wili come and take my loue away. 

This thought is as a death w hich cannot chooft 
But wcepe to hauc,that which it fearcs to loofo. 

rboundleflefca ? 
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C Ince braflc,nor ftone,nor earth,nor b< 
w But fad mortally ore-fwaies their ge 
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